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Don't Leave Me Now 


Author's Notes: 
| just wanted some hurt/comfort goodness between Roger and David. 


Roger lets David touch him. 


He's not quite sure why. It's not that he doesn't want this- quite the opposite in fact- but that doesn't change 
his sudden discomfort at the hands wandering over his body. They're warm and exploratory, quite nice, really, 
and he is vaguely aware that he should be enjoying this. But even though its Dave's hands that are touching 
him, all he can think about is all the other times he's been touched like this. 


He remembers Syd. Sweet, crazy Syd. They'd done it before, but as Syd lost his mind more and more, he got 
rougher, harder, he cared less about whether or not Roger wanted it anymore. Roger was too fragile for him. 


He still had scars from where Syd had scratched him badly. 


He remembers all those executives, all those times when he'd sold his soul, and his body, to keep the band's 
dreams a reality. He thinks about all those threats, thinks about the careless hands roaming over him and 


using him for whatever they wanted. It was worth it for the band. It had to be worth it for something. 


Suddenly, David's hands are no longer on him. It brings him back to reality, to now, and he sees David looking at 


him with something close to concern 


"Rog, you're shaking.” he whispers, gently placing one hand on Roger's cheek. Its such a tender gesture, he 


can't help but closing his eyes and leaning into the innocent touch. 


"What's wrong, love?" Roger desperately tries to stop himself from crying, unaware that he's fighting a losing 
battle. He doesn't understand why he's so upset. Despite his best efforts, he feels a few hot tears streaming 
down his face, and David softly wipes them away. 


"'m- I'm fine," he chokes out, rather unconvincingly. David's eyebrows furrow at this. He's confused and a little 
hurt, and doesn't know what he did wrong, or why his friend is crying. He wraps his arms around Roger's 
trembling body, not knowing how to help. This seems to open the metaphorical floodgates, and suddenly Roger is 
holding onto him tightly, sobbing into his shoulder. 


David doesn't quite know what to do, so he just lets Roger hold him. He doesn't know how long they stay like 
that, until Roger starts to calm down. He seems tired, even more so than usual. He's still finding it hard to look 
David in the eyes, opting to instead carefully inspect his feet. 

"Rog, you know we have to talk about it” 

"Why? | mean.. we don't have to, Dave. We could just-" 

"Roger. Don't" 

"Why don't we just go back to, ya know.. what we were doing before?" David sighs. He knew Roger would try to 
resist actually confronting his emotions, but David could be just as stubborn as him and he wasn't going to let 
it go. 

They'd talked about this before; or rather, Roger had sat and listened passively as David ranted to him about 
how he couldn't just keep repressing everything. How he had to let David help him, goddamn it, and he was 


trying, honestly. But decades of building walls had made it hard for them to come down. He wasn't sure he 
could talk to David about this, even if he wanted to. Which he very definitively did not. 


"Please, Roger." He simply shakes his head in response. He still can't look at him properly, and a distinctive hurt 
starts to form in David's gut. 


"Rog, l-I need to know what | did,” he pleads, voice cracking. This causes Roger to finally snap his head up to 
look at him. His eyes are still wet and red, and fresh tears are beginning to form. 


"David, you- Christ, Dave, you didn't do anything," his speech is rushed and he starts crying again as he talks. 


David stares, at him, perplexed, saying nothing. How could he have not done anything? Here Roger was, breaking 
down in front of him, saying he's fine, and that David did nothing to cause it. 


Its David's turn to look away. Roger doesn't know what to say, doesn't know how to convince him. He panics, 
he's pushed David away and he'd promised himself he was done putting up walls yet here he is, David unable to 
look at him and its all his fault. He doesn't think he can breathe and it seems that the room is closing in on 


him, and he's terrified and ashamed and hurt all at once, and it's too much. 


He sits, or falls, really; he's curling into himself right there on the floor and he knows how weak he must look 
but he can't move. He squeezes his eyes closed and he thinks he might pass out. Some part of him knows that 
he needs to calm down, but its not whichever part of him has control right now, so he just remains there on 


the floor, waiting for something, anything, to happen. 


Once again, David feels as though he's missed something. Roger is breaking down again, completely, and he just 
doesn't know what's wrong. He feels absolutely powerless to help him. But his gut tells him that he needs to do 
something, anything, so he sits down next to Roger and tries. Whispers to him, tries to reassure him, but he 
doesn't know how to help Roger if he doesn't know what it is that's wrong. 


Eventually though, he seems to reach Roger. It seems so simple, yet it's exactly what he needs. 


‘lm here, Rog. I'm here." Roger turns over soundlessly and shoves himself into David's arms. Its not a 
desperate hug, like earlier, but instead it's a comforting embrace. A few tears run down his cheeks every so 
often, but he's not sobbing anymore. He seems considerably calmer after the contact, so David just holds him 


closer. He softly runs his fingers through his friend's hair, toying with it gently. 

At some point, he starts to hear Roger's quiet snores. He still doesn't understand what was wrong, but he has 
to accept that for now. He's going to talk to Roger about it later, but for the night he decides to let Roger 
sleep. He picks him up carefully, carrying him over to the bed and tucking him in. He brushes a lock of hair out 
of his face, and softly plants a kiss on his forehead before getting into the bed next to Roger. 


He knows Roger can't hear him anymore, but as he drifts off, he feels compelled to tell him one last thing. 


"| love you.” 


